T

.

he

4

Evening World Daily __Macazi-ne. Thursday

-

. Decemb

\

ery 23,

e

S

CH

RLES

i

*M sure ho ls very rich, Fred,”
hinted Sercome's nlecs, Al
least you always told me
nl’

“What of that, my dear?"
padd Scrooge’'s nephew., “His th
i of no use to him. He don't any
goed with it. He don't maks himself
comforiable with it. He bhasn't the
satiafaction of thinking—ha, ha, hal—
that be is ever going to beneflf us
with 1t."

*J have no patience with him," ob-
merved Scrooge’'s niece. Herooge's
nisce’s alsters and the other Indles ex.
pressed the same opinion.

“Ob, 1 havel” sald Berooge's neph-
ew. "I am sorry for him; 1 couldn’t
be angry with him if I tried. Who
suffers by his 1l whima? Himaelf,
always Hers, he takes it Into his
head to dislike us, and he won't come
and dine with ns. What's the conse-
quencé? He doesn't loss much of &
dinper.”

“Indeed, 1 think he & VOrY
pood dinner,” interro Sercoge’s
nisce. Evarybody else sald the same,
and they must be allowed to have
been competent judges, because they
had just had dinner; and, with the
dgasert upon the table, wers olustered
round the five by lamplixht.

wWelll T am very glad to hear It
sald Borooge's nephew, “because 1
hawen't any great iaih in theao
young housekeapers. What do you
.?ﬂllf had clearly got his eye
npon one of Beroome's niece's sisters,
for he answered that a bachelor was
& wretched outcast, who had no right
to express an oplaton on the subject.
Whareat Borooge's niece’s sister—the
pluinp one with the lace tucker, not
the one with the roses—blushed.
© "o go on, Fred” sald Bcrooges
niees, her hands. “He never
finishes what he bogina to say! He
is such & ridiculous fellow!™

forooge’'s nephew rovelled in an-
other langh, and as it was fmpossible
to kéep the infection off, though the
“ plump sister tried hard to do it with
' amelling salts, hia example was unan-

umously followed. .

I was only going to €LYy, sald
Horoogt's hew, “thiat the conse-
.quenca of his taking a dislike to us

not making merry with us. is, an

1 think, that ha loses some pleasant

mormonts, which could do him no

harm. 1 am sufe he loses pleasanter
companions than he can find in his
own thoughts, elther In his mouldy
ol office or him dusty chambers, 1
mean to give him the same chance
every year, whether he likes it or not,
for 1 pity him. He may rail at Christ-
mas U ha dies, but he can't help
thinking better of it—I defy him—if
te finds me going there, in good tem-
* per, year aftor year, and paying ‘'Uncle
Eoraoge, how are you?' If it only puts
him in the véin to leave his poor clerk

fifty pounds, that's somothing: and I

tiiink I shook him yesterday.”

It waa thelr turn to lJaugh now. nt
the notion of his shaking Scrooge. Dut
being thoroughly good-natured, and
pot much what they laughed at,
s that 1y laughoed at mny rate, he
encouraged them in their merriment,
and passed the bottle, joyoualy,

After tes, they had some muslo;
for they wers a musical family, and
knsw what they were about, when
they sang a gloe or catoh, I can as-
wiire you: especially Topper, who could
growl awsy in the basa like a good
one, and never swell the large velns
i ble torehend, or got red in the facs
over 1. Scrooge’s nlece played well
upon the hsrpd and played, among
other tunes, a simple little air (&
mere nothing: you might learn to
whistle it In two minutes) which had
heen tawsilior to the child who fetched
sorbage from the boarding school, as
he hwd been reruinded by the Ghost
of Christmas Pust,

When this strain of musie sounded,
all the Things that Ghost had shown
pim ecame upon Lis mind; he sofiened
wore and more; and thought that If
he would have letened to It often,
years hEo, le might have cultivated
the kindnesses of life for his own hap-
piness wilh his own hands, without
resorting Lo the sexton's spode Lhat
purled Jacoh Marley.

But they didn't devole the whole
evening to music. After a while they
played st forfelts; for It is gooed 10 be
chlldren some times, and never better
than ot Christmus, when its mighty
Foundcr was a clilld Himaself. Stop!
There was (st & gams at blindman's
buff. Of course there was. And [
ng mure Lelieve Topper wus really
bihld than 1 bLelleve be had eyes In
Tie hoots,

My opinlon Iy, that it was o done
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and Borooge's

thing batwesn bhim
pephiow: and that the Ghost of Christ.

mas Present knew it. The way he|
wont after that plump sister in the
laca tuckor was an ouwirage on the
aredulity of humah naturs. Knock-
Ing down the fire-irons, tumbling over
tha chalrs, bumping up against the
plano, smothering himself among
the ains, wherever wshe went,
there went he! Ie always knew
where the plump sister was. He
wouldn't eatoh anybody else,

1f you had fallen up against him
(as moma of themn &1d) on purpose, he
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would have made a feint of endeavor-
ing to selze you, which would have
been an affront to your understand-
Ing, and would Instantly have sidied
off In the direction of the plump sis-
ter. She often cried out that It waan't
falr: and It really was not,

But when, at Ia-(.. ha caught her,
when, In spite of all her sliken rust-
lings, and ber rapid flutterings past
him, he got ber Into & corner whence
thersa was no escape, then his con-
duot was the most exccrable. For his
pretending not to know hor; his pre-
tending that 1t was necessary to
touch her headdress, and further to
assure himself of her ldentity by
preasing a certain ring upon her
finger, and a certain chaln about her
neck, was wile, monsirous!

No doubt she told Mim her opinlon
ol it, when, another blind man belng
In office, they wera so very confiden-
tia! together, bahind the curtaine

Berooge's nievs was not one of the]
blindman's buff party, but was made
comfortable with a large ohalr and a
footstool, In a snug corper, where the
Ghost and Scrooge were clospe behind
her. But she joined in the forfeils,
and loved her love to admiratieg with
all the lotters of the alplubel. Like-
wise al (he game of How, When and
Where, she was very great, and, to
tha secret joy of Berooge's naphew,
beat her sisters hollow, though they
were sharp girls, too, as Topper could
have told o .

Thoere might have been (wenty peo-
pls thers, young and old, but they
all played, and so dld Berooge; for,
wholly forgeiting, in the interest he
had In what was going on, that his
volee made no sound in their cara,
he pometimes carme out with his guess
quite loud, and wvery often guessed
right, too; for the sharpest needls,
best Whitechapel, warranted not to
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cut In the eye, was not sharper than
Borooge; blunt as he took it in hia
head to be

The Ghost was greatly pleased to
fAnd him in this mood, and looked
upon him with suveh faver that he
bogwed like & boy to be allowed to
stay untll the guesta departed. But
this the Spirit said could not be done.

“Here g new gams,” sald Serooge.
“One hsdf hour, Spirit, only one!”™

It was a games called Yes and No,
where Herooge's nephew had to think
of something, and the rest must find
out what; he only answering to their
questlons yes orf no, as the case was,
The brisk fire of queationing to whicn
he was exposed, elicited from him that
be was thinking of an animal, a live
animal, rather a disagresable anlmul,
A savage anlmal, an animal that
growled and grunied sometimes, and
talked sometimes, and lived In Laon
don, and walked about the sireets,
and wasn't made a show of, and
wasn't led by anybody, and didn't live
in @ menagerie, and was never killed
in & market, and was not a horse, or
NN ass, or & COw, or 4 cat, or a bear,

At every frosh question Lhat was
put to him, this nephew burst lnto a
fresh roar of laughter; and was so
inexpreasibly tlckied, that he wag
obliged to get up off the mofa and
stamp. At last the plump sister, fall-
ng Into a slmilar state, cried outi—

“l bave found it out! I know what
it is, Frod! I know what it ia!”

“What Is 1t7" erled Fred,

"It's your Unele SL-Q-o-o-c-o‘a:"

Which it certainiy was. Admiration
was the universal sentiment, though
some objected that the reply to “le
it & bear?” ought to have besn “Yes."”
inasmuch as an apswer in Lhe moga-
tive was sufclent to have diverted
thelr thoughts from Mr, Berooge, sup-
posing they hud ever had any tens
dency that way.

“He has given ua pleuty of merrl-
ment, 1 am sure,” sald Fred, “and It
would bé ungrateful not to drink his
health, Here |8 4 gloss of mulled
wine ready to our hand at the mo-
ment; and 1 say, ‘Uncle Berooge!' "

“Wuelll Uncle Scrooge!™ they oried,

“A Merry Christmus and a Happy
Naw Year to the old man, whatever
he I8! suld Berooge's nephew,

“He wouldn'y take It from me, but
may he have It, nevertheless. Uncle
Berooge!'*

Uncle S8erooge had Imperceptibly bes
come so gay and light of heart that
he would have plodged the uncons
pelows company In return and thianked
them in audible speech If the Yhost
hud given him time, But the whols
aoene passed off o the breath of the
last word spoken hy s nephew; and
he and the Spirit were aguin on Lhelry
travels,

Much they saw, and far they went,
and many homen they visited, but al-
ways with a happy end, The Bpirit
stovd beslde alckbeds, and they were
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"Ho 1 am told.” returnsd the second.
“Cold, tsm't 17"

“Seanonabls for Chelatmas time,
You're not & skater, 1 supponss ™™

“No. No. Something else to think
of. Good morning!™

Not another word, That wan theis
meeting, thelr conversation and their
parting.

Herooge was at Nerat inciined to be
wurprised that the Spirit should at-
tach Importance te conversations ap-
parently ®se trivial; but feeling ase
sured that they must have some hid-
den purposs, ha set himself fo cons
sider what it waa' likely to be, They
ocould wsearcely be supposed (o have
any boaring on the death of Jacob,
his old partner, for that was 'ast, and
this Cihost’s province wis the Future,
Nor could he think of any one lmane-
diately connected with hhnself to
whom he could apply them. Buat
nothing doubting that, to whomnoey
they applled, they had mpome lulﬂx
moral for his owy liuprovewment, he
resclved o treasure up every word
he hourd, and everything he suw;
and especially to obsorve the shadow
of himself when 1t appeared. For he
had kn exprotation that the conduet
of his future seif would give him the
clue ha missed, and would render the
‘imlutum of these riddles cany.

i Heo looked about in that very place
for his own Imuge: but asother man
(stood In his accustomed corner, and
though the clock pointed to his usuel
timo of day for being there, he saw
no likeness of himself amonig the mul=
| titudes that poured in through the
yPorch, 1t gave him little surprise,
however, for he had been revolving
in his mind a change of life, and
thought and hoped he saw his pews
born reaclutions curried out in this.

Quirt and dark, beside him stood
itlu Phantom, with ita ouistretched
| hand, When he roused himsolf from
his thoughiful quest, he fancled, from
| the tusn of the hand aogl its situation
in reference to himself, that the Un-
soen Eyes yore looking at him keenly,
It made him shudder and feel very
cold,

They left the busy sceng and went
Blo un ohscurn part of the town,

hers Scrooge had nover peaetrated
before, although he recoguisad its sit-
ustion and ita bad repute. The wayn
wera fou! and narrow; the shops and
houses wretched; tha ' people half
naked, drunken, slipahod, ukly. Al-
leys and archways, like so many cens-
pools, Alagorged thelr offenses of
smell and dirt and life upon the
straggling ntreets, and the whole

cheerful; on foreign lands, and they
were close at home; by struggling
man, and they were patient in thelir
greater hope; by poverty, and It was
rich, In almshouss, hospital, and
Jall, In misery's every refuge, where
yvaln man ln his little brief authority

lind not mads fast the door, and
barred the Spirit oul, he left his
bleasing, and taught Scrooges his
Trecepts.

K wus u long night, If It wers only
n night; but Serooge had his doubts
of thly, because the Christmas holi-
days appeared 1o boe condensed into
the space of tlme they passed to-
Eether, It was sirange, too, that
while Scrooge remained unaltered in
his outward form, the Ghost grew
older, clearly older. Borooge had ob-
rerved this change, but never spoke
of it until they left & children's
Twelfth Night party, when, looking
at the Npirit ss they stood together
In an open place, he notlced that ita
hhir was gray

“Are spirits’ Hves mo short?' asked
Berooge,

“My lfe upon this globa Is very
brier,” replied the Ghoat, It ends
to-night.”

“To-night!" cried Sercoge,
“To-night at midnight, Hark!
time Iy drawing near,”

The chimoa were ringlog the three-
quarters past eleven at that moment.
“Forgive me {f I am not Justified
in what I ask," sald Scrooge, looking
intently at the Bpirit's robe, "but |
#te pomething elranga protruding

from your skirts™™4 it a foot or a
claw 7"

“It might be a cluwg for the fAesh
there 1y upon 11, wos the Spicit's sor-
rowful reply. “Look here”

From the foldings of ita rohe It
brought two children, wretched, ab-
Ject,  frightful, hideous, miserable,
They knelt down at ts feet and clung
upon the outside of s garment

“O Man! look here! Look, look,
down here!" exclnimed the Ghost.

They were o boy und a girl, Yel.
low, meagre, ragged, scowling, wolf-
ish; but prostrate, too, In thelr hu-
mility. Where graceful youth should
haves filled thelr features out, and
tonchod them with lts freshest tints,
a stale and shrivellod hand, like that
of age, had pigehed and twisted them,
and pulled them into shreds.  Where
ungnls might have wmit enthroned,
devils lurked, and glaored out mennc-
Ing, No change, no degradntion, no
perversion of hugunity, In any grade,
through all the mysteries of wondor-

The

ful creation, has monstors balf so
terribla and dread,
Horonge started back, appulled.

Having them shown to hlim In this
way, he tried to say they
children, but thes words cheked thome-
#elves, rather than bo parties to a lle
of ‘Wich enormous magnitude.

ware fine |

“8pirit! are they yours!" Scrooge
could say no more.

“They ars Man's'" sald the Spirit,
leoking down upon them. "And they
eling to me, appealing from thelr
fathers, This hoy s Ignorance. This
glrl s+ Want. Bewnrs of them both,
and all of thelr degree, but most of
nll bhewars of thisx boy, for on hia
brow 1 sen that written which s
Doom, unleas the writing b srased,
Deny 1t!" erfed the Spirit, stretohing
out ity hand toward the city, “Siander
those who tell it yo! Admit It for
your factious purposes, and make It
worse! And bide the eud!"™.

“Have they no refuge or resource?”
cried Sorooge.

“Are there no priegas?” sald the
Spirit, turning on Mm for the last
time with his own words, “Are thers
no workhouses ™"

The bell struck Twelve.

Heroogs looked about llim for the
Ghost, and saw it nat.  As the last
siroka coased to vibrate, he remame-

bered the prediction of old Jucob
Marley, and Ufting his eyis, Lehald
n solemn Phantom, draped  and

hooded, coming, like a mist ulong the
ground, toeward him.

\ —
STAVE FOUR.
The Last of the Spirils,
HE phantomn slowly, sravely,
sllently approached. When It
" oame near him, Sercoges bent
. down upon his knes; for in
the vory alr through which
this Spirit moved It geemed Lo scatter
gloom and mystery,

It wams shrouded in a decp biack
garmaent, which concealed 114 head, ita
face, Its form, and left nothing of 1t
visible save ona outstretched hand.
Hut for this It would bave been diffi-
anit to detach (ta Agurs from the
night, and separate it from the dark-
noss by which 1t was surrounded.

He felt that It was tall and siately
when it came beside him, and that {ts
myeterions presence Nlled blhin with a
solemn dread. He knew no more, for
the Spirit nelther spoke nor maoved,

“l am In the presence of the Ghost
of Christmas Yet to Como?" gaid
Berooge.

The Spirit answerad not, but pointed
onward with its hand.

“You are about to show me shad-
owas of the things that have not hap-
pened, dbut will happen in the time
before un,” Sorooge pursued. "Is thut
50, Bpirit?™

The upper portion of the garment
Wwas contracted for an instant In ils
folds, an If the Spirit had nclined iy
head, Thut was the only answer le
recelved,

Although well used to ghostly com-
pany by this tiine SBorooge feared Lhe
silent ahape so much that bis legn
trambled beneath him, and he found
that he could hardly stand when he
prepared (o follow .  The apirit
paused a moment, an if obsrrving his
condition and giving him tme to res
cover,

But Scrooge was all the worsa for
this, It thrilled him with a viague un-
eertaln horror, t0 know that, behind
the dusky shroud, there were ghontly
€yes intently fxed upon him, while
he, though he stretchad his own to tha
utmont, conld see nothing but a spec-
Lral hand and one great heap of bk,

“Ghost of the IFuture!™ ha ex-
claimed, “I fear you mors than any
spectrs I have aeen, But as [ know
your purpose s to do me gond and as
I hope to live to be anathor man from
what I was, 1 am prepared ta bear you
company, and do It with a thankful
heart, Wil you sprak to me?"

It gpave hlm no reply, The hand
was polmted straight befors them.

“Lead on!" sald Scrooge-— “load oml
the night !s waning fast, and it i»
precious time to me, | know, lLead
on, Bplrit!™

The Phantom moved away as It had
oome towards him. Scrooge followdd
In tha shadow of (ts dress, which hore
him up, he thought, and carried him
along.

They scurcely scemed to enter the
Clty; for the City rather seemed to
Fpring up about them, and sncompass
them of its own act, But thers they
wore, In the hvart of 1t, on Change,
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‘w the mercheats; who bwrried
up down, and chinked thé money
In thelr pockets, and conversed in
groups, and Jooked at thelr wetahes,
and trifled thoughtfully with their
great seals, and so forth, as Scrooge
had seen them often.

The Bpirit stopped beside one Jittle
knot of business men. Observing that
the hand was pointed to them,
Beroogn advanced to listen to thelr
talk.

“No,” sald a great fat man with a
monstrous chin, 1 dorft know much
about it elther way. 1 only knuow he's
dead.”

“When dld he die?" inquired an-
other,

“"Last night, T belleve,

“Why. what wans the matter with
Him? asked o third, taking s vast
quantiy of souff out of & very large
mnuff box. "1 thought he'd never die™

“iod knowas,'" suid the firet, with a
yawn.

“What has he done with his
money 1" asked a red-faced gontleman
witli n penduloun excreseence on the

end of his noss, that shook Nke the

Fills of a turkey-cock.

“l haven't heard,” sald the man
with the large ohin, yawning again,
“Laoft It to his company, perhaps. He
hasn‘t left it to me. That's all
know."

This pleasaniry was recolved with a

general Inugh.

“It'a llkely to Da & very cheap fu-
neral,” sald the same speaker; *‘for,
upon my life, 1 don't know of any-
hody to go to It. Supposs we make
up & party, and voluntear?”

“I don't mind golng If a lunch Is
provided,” observed the gentleman
with the excrescance on  his  nose,
“Hut I must be fed if I make one,'*

Another laugh,

"Woll, T am ths most disinterosisd
among you, after all” sald the firat
speaker, “for I never wear black
gloves, and 1 never eat lunch. But
I'll offer to go, If anybody else will
When 1 come to think of It, 'm not
at all sure that | waan't his most
partionlar friend; for we used to stop
ald speak whenever we met, By-by!™

Spoakers  and  |ilsteners #trolled
awny, and mizad with other groups
Soroogs knew the men, and looked
townrd thas Spirit for an explanation

The Phantom glided on lpto & Kireot
Ita finger pointed 0 twa persons
monting Berooge lstensd  agaln,
thinking that the cxplanation might
e bera. Ha knew these men, Also,
perfectly. They were men of busl-
neas; very wealtbhy, and of great fm-
portance. o had mads o pulnt al-
wayas of gtanding well in their esteem:
In & businesy point of view, that Is;

| wiriotly ln a business point of view,

sald one, :
“"How are you?' returnesd the other,
"Well!” sald the frst, “Old Beratoh

bas gol his vwn at last, hey?"

quarter reeked with crime, with filth
and minery.

Far in this den of Infamoua resort
thers was & jow-browed, beetling
shop, below & ponthouse roof, where
tron. old rags bottles, bones and

y offul wera bought. Upon the
foor within were piled up heaps of
punsty keys, nalls, chaine, hinges, files,
gonles, welghts and refuse Iron of all
Kkinds, Secrets that fow would ke
to serutinize were bred and Hidden in
'mmmmlml af unaesmly FAGH mMasses
of corrupted fat and sepulchrea of
bones, Hitting 10 among tha warea
ha dealt In, by & charcoal stove made
of old bricks. was & gray-haired ras-
cal, nearly soventy years of age, who
had seresned himself from tha eold
alr without by a frowsy curtalning of
miscellancous tatters, hung upon &
line, and amoked his pipe in all the
luxury of ealm rotirement,

Herooge aud the Phantom came Into
the prosence of this man just as &
woman with a heavy bundia slunk
into the shop. But she had scarcely
entered when another woman, simi-
larly laden, cnme in too] and she was
closely followed by a man in faded
black, who was no lgss ftartled by
the slght of them than they had been
updn the recognition of each other,
After a short period of blank aston-
ishment, In which the old man with
the pips had joined them, they all
thres burst into a langh,

“Let the charwoman alons to be the
firnt!” eried she who had entered first.
“Ist the laundress alons to be the
pecond; and lot the undertaker's man
nlone to be the third. Look here, old
Joe, here's a chance! [If we haven't
all three mnet hera withou{ meaning
e~

*You couldn't have met In a hetter
place” sald old removing hins
pipe from his mouth, *“Came into the
varlor. ¥You were made free of AL long
uwo, you know; and Lhe ather two
W't atrangers, Stop il 1 shut the

Joe,

door of the shop, Ah! How 1t
akrocka!l  There win't such & rusty bit
of metal in the pluce as ita own

hinges, | believe; and I'm sure theroe's
no such uld bones here an mine, Ha,
ha! We're all sultable to our calling
wi're well matched, Come into the
partor, Clome into the parior.”

The parlor was the space hehing
the scroen of rugs. The old mnn paked
the fire togrther with an old atalr.rod,
and Baving tgimmed bis smoky lamp
(for It was nlght) with the sters of
hin pipe put it in bis month agwin,

Whila he 414 this the woman who
had aiready spokoen threw ber bundis
on a stool, crossing ber elbows ot heg
knees and looking with a bold deflane
ut tha other two,

“What odde, then? What odds, Mra,
Diiber™ wnid the woman, “"Every per-
son bhas worpeht to tako care of them-
polyes. Me olways 4l

T hat's true, Indesd ™ satd the liun-
dresa, “No wan more so.*

"Why, Ahen, don't stand swaring ap
If you was afrald, women! Who's the
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winer?
in enell other's coats, | suppose™

W. Sinclair

We're not going to plok holes

“No, indeed!” anid Mra, Dilbar and
the man together, *““We should hops
“U-.I‘

“Very well, then!™ oried the wom-
an. “Thal's enough, Who's the woree
for the loss of n few things like these T

Not o dead man, | suppose?

“No, indesd,” sald Mra. Dillbes,
lnnghing, {
“If he wanted to keep ‘em after
ha was dend, & wicked old sorew,”
pursusd the woman, “why wasn't be
natural In his life-time? If ha had
been, he'd have had somebody to look
after him when he was struck with

Doath, instead of lying gasping eul
hin last thers, alones by himself.*

"It's the truest word that ever
was spoke,” sald Mes Dilbar. “It's
Judgment o him."

“I wish It was a littlsa heavier

judgment,” replied the woman; “and
it shiould have been, you may depend
upon i, if T couild have laid my
hands on anything else. Open that
bundie, oid Joe, and let me know the
value of it. Speak out plain. I'm
not afeald to be the first, nor afrald
for them to ses It We knew pretty
waoll that we wern helping ourselves,
befors we met here, 1 bélleve, It's
no sin, Open the bundle, Joe.™

But the gallantry of her (frisnds
would not milow this; and the man in
faded black, mounting the breach
first, produced his plunder, It was
not extensive, A speal or two, a pen-
atl=-cann, n pair of gloove-buttons, and
A brooch of ne great valus, were all.
They were severally sxamiosd and
appraised by old Jos, who chalked
the suma ha was disposed to give for
cach upon the wall, and added them
up into n totsl when he found that
thers Was nothing more to come.

“That's your account,” sald Joe,
“and [ wouldn't give another six-
peance, If T waa to ba bolled for net .
dolng 1. Who's next? T

Mrs. Dilber was next. Sheets lnd!
towels, a little wearing apparel, two
old-fashloned silver teaspoons, a pair
of sugar tongs and a few boots. Her
Aocount was stated on the wall (n
the same manner,

“I always give too much te ludles.
I's o weakness of mine, and that's the
way 1 ruln myeell,” sald old Joe.
"That's your aocount. if you asked me
for another penny, and mude It an
open question, I'd repent of belng so
iiberal, and knock off half a crown.”

“And now undo my bundle, Joa"
aald the first woman

Joe went down on hls knees for the |
grealer converdence of opening It, and,
having unfastened a great many knots,
dragged out a large, heavy roll of
wome dark stuff,

"What do you call this™ sald Jos.
“Bed curtaina®"

“Ah!" returned the woman, laugh-
Ing and leaning forward on her

cromeed army.  “Bed curtalns!™
“You don't mean to took
‘om down, rings and :l?.’::tuh him

Iying thero T gald Joe,

“Yes, | d0," repllod the woman
“Why not?1* -

“You were born to make your for- §
tune,” sald Joo, “and you'll certalnly
do 1"

“I certainly shan't bold my hand,
when | can got anything in It by
reaching It out, for the sake of suoh &'
B, &8 he was, | promise you, Joe,"
relurned the woman ooolly. *“Den't
drop that oll upon the blankels, now.”

“"His blankets?™ sald Joe

"Whone else’'sa do you think?* re-
plied the woman, “He tsnt likely to
take cold without ‘em, | dare say.”

“I hopa ha didn't die of anything
catching? EhR?™ sald old Joe, stop:
plug in his work, and looking up.

“Don't you be afrald of that,” re-
turned the woman. "I aln't so fond
of his company that I'd loiter aboul,
him for such things, iIf he did. Ab'
You may look through that shirt tiff
your eyes uche; but you won't fnd a
hole ln I, nor s threadbare place.
It's the bast he bad, and & Ape ons
ton. They'd have wasted 1, If ®»
hadn't besn for me."”

“"What do you call wastlng of 1T
naked old Jos,

“Futting (it on him to be buried in,
to héa sure,”” replied the woman with
a luugh, "Somebody was fool enough
to do i, hut T wok it off agaln. 17
callico aln't god enough for such
a purpose, it sin't good encugh Cor
nnything Its quits as becoming to
the body Hwe can't look uglier than
he did in that one.™

Scrooge Hatened to this dialogus in

horror.  As they sat grouped about
their spail, in the scanty light afs'
torded by the old man's lamp, be

Viewad them with s detestation and
disgust  which * could bardly have!
besn groater though they had been

obaceuy  demons, marketing the
corpse tholf
"M ha!™ Jaughed the same wom-

an, when old Joe, producing o flan-
nel bag with money in It, old out
thetr several gulns upon the ground
"This 18 the end of It, you sea! He
trightened overvome away from him

wlhien he wWus alive, to proflt us when

be was dead!  Ha, bs, ha!”
UHplelt ! sald Serooge, shuddering

from head to foot, I ses, | see, The

case of this unhappy man might be
my own. My life tends that way now,
Murciful Heaven, what is this™

Ho recolled in torror, for the scens

hud  changed, and now he olmost
touched w bed & bare, uncuriained
bed, on which, benesth u rag

shoeot, thers lay somsthing cow

up, which, though it wus dumb, an-

nolhced itself (n awfol language.
(Ty Be Continued.)
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